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Content

Dan Ge, the revered clan leader, lived incognito, amassing a dowry on her own without relying on her family’s wealth. When she trekked up the mountainous path to her betrothed’s home, she was mistaken for a poor relative and unceremoniously swept out the door.

Dan Ge saw this as a test. She endeavored to prove her worth: she eliminated traitors, healed the sect leader’s grave illness, and retrieved the rebellious younger brother who had run away. Despite her efforts, only she knew the traitor’s identity, her fiancé was eager to succeed his father’s position, and the younger brother’s lowly status meant no one cared for him. The sect mocked her, and her fiancé was openly hostile.

Yet, with a clear conscience, Dan Ge planned to propose on her 200th birthday, only to discover her fiancé’s infidelity amidst the dazzling fireworks and luxurious blooms. Standing in the backlight, she witnessed their passionate kiss. She might be detached, but she was no Buddha. Who could endure such betrayal?

After dealing with the traitor, marriage was still on the horizon. Unwilling to settle for less, her gaze fell upon a fluffy white fox—a lowly bastard half-demon struggling for survival within the Fangcun Sect, plotting his escape.

He grew up believing he could flee from misery, only to learn he was the son of a fox demon, destined to perish under another’s control due to his alluring constitution. Refusing to accept his fate, he sought a way out, planning to leave one day.

But his constitution was too tempting; he was captured on the night of his escape. In despair, he recalled his past life—similarly butchered and left without a grave. His only chance in this life was...

Trembling, he raised his palm, wiping the blood from her face: “Thank you for saving me. I have nothing to repay you with, except...” Offering himself to her.

Mini Drama: Dan Ge was content with married life, except for her husband’s clinginess. She would clean herself before returning home, fearing the blood might scare him, leading him to believe she had someone else, leaving him in tears daily.

That night, a cautious hand rested on her waist. Feeling no resistance, he embraced her from behind, nuzzling into her hair. Dan Ge remained still. After a moment, he whispered, “May I...” “No,” she replied firmly. “I’ll let you touch my tail,” he offered, brushing his fluffy fox tail against her face. She resisted with all her might. He stopped moving, sounding dejected: “Can you... love only me?” Dan Ge sighed. The understanding wife stood up to sleep in the study, tucking her husband in before leaving. Ying Luo Feng lay there, thinking, “Another failed seduction. Does she not love me?” Dan Ge resisted again, but happiness eluded her.

This retelling captures the essence of the original story while adapting it to an English-speaking audience. If you need further adjustments or additional content, feel free to let me know!
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Chapter 1: Fiancé
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After the White Dew, the autumn rain brings a chill. It has been raining for ten days, adding ten layers of autumn chill.

The servants hiding from the rain were chatting under the eaves. A disciple in blue clothes said, "It is said that the sky will be like what you think. Is it because the young master is unhappy that God has been raining for so long?"

Another disciple in green clothes answered, "It must be the mood of the people above that God is willing to take care of us. For small fish and shrimp like us, even if you are happy, the sky will not be sunny." "Don't do it! Don't do it! If the sky is sunny, the young master will be in trouble!"

As soon as these words came out, several people under the eaves laughed together, and only a disciple in white clothes said nothing. It was because the young master was known for his generosity, but he did not always treat them, the lower-level disciples, with a good face.

These people had suffered under his hands, and having fun was also another kind of "revenge". Moreover, the misfortune that befell the young master was somewhat ambiguous.

The young master of Fangcun Sect, Yingli, became famous at a young age and spent ten years to build his foundation. He was a well-known figure in the world of cultivation. He had a gentle personality and a good appearance. Wherever he went, there were countless people who secretly fell in love with him. However, even such a person who could almost be said to be the number one young talent in the world of cultivation was tied to an absurd marriage.

A few months ago, a woman knocked on the door of Fangcun Sect and said that she was engaged to the young master of Fangcun Sect. Now that the wedding date was approaching, she came to fulfill the contract. The doorman saw that she was dressed simply and had mediocre cultivation, holding a chicken in one hand and a fish in the other, and knew that she was a poor relative who came to beg for money. Just as he was about to drive her out, he saw her take out a letter written by the former master.

The old man in the mansion personally checked it and couldn't tell it apart, and even disturbed the long-term sick master who was bedridden. After the master's eyes, it was confirmed that it was undoubtedly the handwriting of the former master.

After some discussion, we learned that this Miss Wen was the granddaughter of an old friend of the former sect master. The former sect master and her grandfather agreed that the children of the two families would marry each other. However, the sect master was already married at that time, so the marriage contract naturally continued to the next generation, that is, Ying Li and Wen Dange.

Ying Li, who had just returned victorious from the Immortal Alliance Competition, was naturally unwilling to have an extra marriage contract for no reason.

Compared with those proud girls who admired him, this Miss Wen's color was not even as good as the maids serving in his room. Of course, Fangcun Sect is definitely not such a superficial sect. Since the appearance is not good, the family that the former sect master took a fancy to may have outstanding qualities in other aspects? When asked about Miss Wen's cultivation level, who would have thought that this girl could not say it! Fangcun Sect had to test it on the spot. You don't know until you test it. Once tested, it turned out that she was just at the foundation-building level? ! At her age, reaching the foundation-building level can barely be considered a little talented. But Ying Li usually makes friends with the best of the best, so how could he look down on the mere foundation-building level?

So she asked who her teacher was, thinking that if there was a great master, it would be a wonderful fate. But the girl actually said that she inherited her parents' mantle! In the eighteen realms of Kyushu, there has never been a prominent family named Wen, and her parents' names are unknown.

At this point, the marriage has been half-hearted. And what this girl did next made the marriage completely impossible.

First, this girl Wen repeatedly said that she came to marry the young master. When this was said, the whole room was in an uproar. From ancient times to the present, men have always married women, so how can a woman marry a man?

Wen Dange didn't just talk but didn't do anything. She took out a thick stack of bills and gave it to Ying Li, saying that it was a betrothal gift. Seeing that she looked calm and didn't seem to be pretending, everyone thought she was really a generous and hidden noble family. As a result, Ying Li looked pale and left angrily after just one look.

Some curious people came closer to take a closer look at the bill and laughed out loud instantly. Oh my God! This is an old almanac from 200 years ago. The banker Ruyi Money House written on it has long been ruined. Is he going to cash such a bill in the underworld?

That's not all. After Miss Wen realized that she was penniless, she turned around and ran to accept the high reward. How could Fangcun Sect let her go alone? They sent several capable disciples to escort with Ying Li. As a result, no one knew what happened. In the end, except Ying Li and Wen Dange, no one survived.

Talking about this, it is inevitable to sigh. "But this can't be blamed entirely on Miss Wen. After all, who knew that a Class B monster would become a Class A?" "That's right! It is said that the monster's monster pill is as big as a fist! Tsk tsk tsk, I don't know how many hundreds of years it has been a monster." "Hey! Our young master is also a hero saving a beauty. In this case, doesn't Miss Wen have to be him?" "Hero saving a beauty? What kind of beauty is she..."

The few people who were joking around didn't know that the "what kind of beauty" they were making fun of was just across the wall.

Wen Dange was also puzzled. She was changing clothes in the room, making no noise, so how come the people at the door hadn't noticed after talking for half an hour? So when she pushed the door open and walked out, the faces of the people under the eaves turned from red to black and then to white, as if they had changed their faces.

"Miss Wen, Miss Wen..." The white-clothed disciple recognized her with sharp eyes and bowed quickly. The others were all stunned.

One of the brave ones looked at her several times, and whispered to his companions: "Did you recognize the wrong person? Such a low-quality coarse linen clothes, even the lowest outer disciples don't wear it like this."

Wen Dange nodded to the disciple who recognized her, and did not react to the offensive words of others: "Xishan, which way to go?"

"Go east...you can see it after passing through Fusangyuan..." The white-clothed disciple pointed him the way. Wen Dange got the answer and thanked him, and something flashed under her sleeves and threw it to the white-clothed disciple.

Her walking posture was not as chic and agile as that of ordinary cultivators, but had a gentle and deep energy. It was as if everyone was pursuing the immortality, but she was the only one who kept her feet on the ground, walking slowly step by step.

The ignored disciple said, "Pah," "She hasn't even become a young lady yet, but she's so arrogant and arrogant. It's not certain whether she can get in!" But he didn't get the expected response. When he turned around, his companions looked at the white-clothed disciple who answered the question with envy.

The white-clothed disciple solemnly put the reward of high-quality spirit stones into his sleeves and said with a smile, "Let's wait and see, Miss Wen is a person with great luck."

Xishan is a piece of land cleared by the Beast Control Peak of Fangcun Sect, which is specially used for disciples to hunt monsters. And the meeting that Wen Dange is going to attend today is obviously not as simple as hunting for ordinary disciples.

Because of the A-level monster a few days ago, the elders of Fangcun Sect believed that the disciples in the sect were too lazy and must intensify their training to keep the alarm bell ringing.

This matter had nothing to do with Wen Dange, but she read "Three Sentences to Make My Husband Spend Eight Million Spiritual Stones for Me" by candlelight last night, and thought one of the sentences made a lot of sense: If you want to capture a man's heart, you must first capture his stomach. Ying Li was just starving after sweating in the beast-controlling field, and she handed him a bowl of nourishing soup at the right time. Isn't it wonderful?

After working alone for many years, Wen Dange had no shortage of action and cooking skills. There were no nourishing ingredients at hand, so she skinned and stewed the black phoenix used for marriage proposal. It should be said that it was worthy of being a divine beast. The stewed fragrance spread ten miles away, and colorful clouds lingered in the sky, attracting everyone in Fangcun Sect to kneel down for a long time, considering it a good omen.

Wen Dange felt strange. When she brought the black phoenix to the door, the guard asked her to throw away the pheasant, saying that the sect could not tolerate such filthy things.

She thought that the Fangcun Sect was a big family and did not even take the black phoenix seriously. Why are they now worshipping Xuan Feng's distress signal before his death as a good omen? Could it be that the purpose of Fang Cun Sect is that all things have spirits, and the dead are the greatest? But I have never seen them eating vegetarian food.

After stewing the soup, Wen Dange remembered that Ying Li cared a lot about dressing properly, so she went back to the house to change her clothes, and then she heard the gossip of the group of errand disciples.

Those words might hurt any ordinary person with self-esteem, but Wen Dange was different. She had learned from her predecessors a long time ago and knew that marrying a husband was a long and arduous journey, and the person she was going to marry was the young master of Fang Cun Sect, so it was normal to have more hardships. What's more, what those errands said was far less unpleasant than what her fiancé Ying Li said to her.

Well, the future husband is just shy, and those words are just the interest between husband and wife, so they can't be taken seriously, can't be taken seriously. After reciting the husband-chasing treasure book taught by the predecessors, Wen Dange took the tonic soup and began to try for the countless times.

Xishan Mountain has dense forests, complex terrain, and various secret passages. Ordinary disciples will die if they enter by mistake. The training for high-level disciples is carried out here. In addition to the original dangers, they also need to kill monsters with iron arrows without using their cultivation.

"Good!" A young monk in inner disciple uniform hit the target with an arrow, and people all around cheered. Ying Li also clapped his hands, but there was a hint of sarcasm and determination in his eyes.

Sure enough, a flatterer asked him to show his skills: "Young Sect Master killed a Class A monster with his own strength last time. Isn't it easy to deal with these little things?" Seeing that everyone's eyes were focused on him, Ying Li did not refuse. He took the bow handed by the attendant, and the fleeing monster died with full force.

"You are worthy of being the young master!" "Great skill!" "Young master is mighty!" Cheers came one after another, and Ying Li looked indifferent, seemingly unmoved. He even patted the young monk on the shoulder with a sense of fellowship: "You are already good, keep up the good work."

The young monk clasped his fists excitedly: "I will definitely live up to the encouragement of the young master!"

After the matter was done, everyone moved to the next place. Someone pointed at a figure at the foot of the mountain and said to Ying Li: "Young master! A disciple has mistakenly entered Xishan!"

Ying Li glanced down casually, his eyes slightly stagnant. Others might not recognize Wen Dange, but could he not recognize him? He would recognize that disgusting face even if it turned into ashes!

He must have heard that he was in Xishan, and he ran to humiliate himself with his eyes wide open. How shameless! Thinking that she couldn't enter the mountain with her foundation-building cultivation, she could only return empty-handed at the foot of the mountain at most, so Ying Li ordered: "Send someone to clean up the idlers." "Yes!"

The second item of the assessment is under the waterfall, which requires the disciple to go deep into the pool to kill the monster within an incense stick. Similarly, no spells can be used except the Water Avoidance Technique.

This pool is said to be the place where the dragon transforms. It is unfathomable. It has been transformed into a safe training place by several great masters. But today's trial, one after another disciples did not return after the time limit. Thinking of the incident of the second-level monster turning into an A-level monster a few days ago, people on the shore were panicked.

"Young Sect Master... do you want to go back and ask the elders..." a disciple suggested. Ying Li frowned and waved his hand: "Why bother the elders for such a small matter? Bring me my Water Avoidance Pill, I will go down and find out for myself."

The Water Avoidance Pill is safer than the Water Avoidance Technique and has a longer effect. When danger was imminent, no one bothered to ask why Ying Li did this. They all stepped forward to cheer him up and praised the young master for his strength and chivalry. Only one or two people were still worried and discussed in the corner.

"Why do I feel that the young master can't handle it? Why don't we ask the elders to come?" "Yes, yes, although the young master killed the A-level monster, he couldn't save other disciples... This pool looks strange, so it's better to be careful."

"Is Ying Li in danger?" A voice came from behind unexpectedly, scaring the two disciples. The two turned around but didn't see anyone. They couldn't help but feel cold all over, and hurried down the mountain to ask for help.

Wen Dan Ge had already hidden his breath and ran to the pool, and didn't forget to put the tonic soup in a safe place. She could feel the huge malice at the bottom of the pool, and she couldn't help but feel happy.

The heroine saved the beauty and then promised herself to her. The most important thing is that this heroine can also stew soup, which is very good.
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Chapter 2: Sense of Presence
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Ying Li was not an unprepared rookie. As the young master of the Fangcun Sect, he had measured every inch of land and had crossed this pond many times. He knew every gully clearly.

He had a plan for the mysterious disappearance of his disciples: the last time he came here, he accidentally dissolved a pack of Mimingxiang in the water. He thought the pond could dissolve it, but he underestimated the power of Mimingxiang. If the elders found that there was Mimingxiang in the water, he would inevitably be suspected. So the best solution was to rescue the people before that.

After all, it was the place where the dragon transformed. In the past, Ying Li was very cautious when entering the pond, but now he can subdue the A-level monster with his bare hands. There are few things in the world that can threaten him!

With great confidence in his own strength, Ying Li sneaked in very quickly. The water-repellent pills are colorless and tasteless. After taking them, people can come and go freely in the water like fish. After a while, he saw several missing disciples.

What a group of weaklings.

Ying Li thought arrogantly, and stretched out his hand to tie the immortal rope to several people, but one of the disciples suddenly opened his eyes, his pupils shrank suddenly, and he shook his head desperately at him.

That expression did not look like seeing a savior, but rather like seeing some terrifying monster... Suddenly, a thick tentacles swung from the side, Ying Li dodged in time, and the tentacles landed on the stone pillar beside him, instantly beating the giant that had stood for a hundred years to pieces.

He looked closely, his face full of disbelief. There was such a huge monster in this pool! Those disciples were not knocked unconscious by the incense, but by this beast!

"Damn it!" He cursed inwardly, and his natal sword appeared in his hand and took a fighting posture. However, before he could accumulate strength and chant the formula, the beast took the lead in launching the second attack! Dozens of scarlet shadows covered the sky and the sun and came over, stirring up turbid wind and waves under the water.

Ying Li resisted with a sword, and the life-saving magic weapons around him were triggered one after another, but they could only keep him safe temporarily. He gritted his teeth and persisted for several rounds, but it was already exhausting. If he continued like this, he would not only save people, but also himself!

Impossible... He was the one who killed the A-level monster. The level of this beast seemed to be only around A-level. He would definitely be able to defeat it!

Another full-strength attack on the beast still had no effect. Ying Li completely gave up facing the enemy head-on. He looked at the people who were tied together, and suddenly an idea came to his mind.

If the beast was full, its pursuit of prey would be slow. It was because he disturbed its feeding that the beast became so manic.

Then... Ying Li swam towards the people with all his strength. The sober disciples thought he was here to save them, and waved ecstatically: "Young Master! We are here..." However, before the last word came out, the expression of surprise was forever fixed on the young face, and then it was swallowed by the abyss.

The turbid pool water was stained with blood, and the headless torso was quickly split and swallowed by the tentacles on all sides. Ying Li saw that feeding was indeed effective, and the bright sword reflected the cold light that flashed in his eyes.

Then don't blame the young master for being ruthless! It's an honor for you bastards to die under his sword!

The sword flashed, but it didn't penetrate into the flesh as expected, but was clamped by an invisible force, unable to move forward or backward. Ying Li felt like a thorn in his back, and he intuitively felt that there was a guy who was more difficult to deal with than the beast approaching him. This feeling... He had experienced it that night at the bottom of the valley.

"It turned out to be a small octopus?" The sound was not clear under the deep water, and everything seemed to be separated by a vast ocean. But the dying wailing of the giant beast rushed straight to his seven orifices, shaking the earth.

What is this? As dozens of tentacles fell powerlessly, the invisible force disappeared. Ying Li regained his freedom, but found that his limbs were shaken by the wailing and couldn't move.

"Ah, I forgot to remind you that the little octopus's voice is louder, sorry." Ying Li heard the voice of the person clearly and was shocked.

"Wen Dange? It's you!"

Wen Dange nodded and pointed to a group of people tied up not far away: "If we don't save them, they will die."

Ying Li was stunned. Could it be that the power that stopped him was not Wen Dange? But they were the only two who were still awake underwater... He couldn't help but asked tentatively: "Are you alone?"

"Well, the reinforcements brought by the shore didn't arrive so quickly. I... was worried about you, so I followed you down." The word "worried" was a bit difficult to pronounce. She finished it with difficulty, and at the end, as if she remembered something, she added, "Are you okay?"

I thought the other party would be moved after hearing the caring words, but I didn't expect Ying Li's face to be even uglier. Wen Dange was puzzled, so he simply went to save people by himself, and reminded him by the way: "Oh, by the way, the demon pill of the little octopus is a bit special. If it is not put into the soul-condensing cup within half an hour, it will dissipate. Don't you like collecting demon pills?"

Just a few words, but Ying Li was stunned several times. Let’s not talk about her calling the beast a little octopus, or why she knew the special way to preserve the demon pills. How did she know that he liked to collect demon pills?

Seeing that he didn’t move, Wen Dange skillfully fed him the detoxification pills while instructing: “Use a sword to pry the demon pill out of its body, just like last time. Then drop a drop of your own blood on it to let it recognize the master. Then...”

“Last time? The Class A beast at the bottom of the valley?” Ying Li interrupted her eagerly, frantically searching for suspicious points in his memory: he hadn’t taken care of Wen Dange since the Class A demon beast at the bottom of the valley came out, thinking that she was lucky to survive. But now listening to her tone, she also instructed him to preserve the demon pills last time? Why didn’t he remember it at all!

Combined with what she did today, can it be said that she also solved the demon beast last time!

“This is impossible, this is impossible...” Ying Li’s face turned pale, but it didn’t stop him from swimming towards the corpse of the demon beast.

Wen Dange grabbed the collars of several disciples with both hands, and was very tactful not to touch anyone's skin, and easily brought them to shore. However, she still did not expose herself, because she knew that Ying Li must want to monopolize this credit.

What's wrong with her husband wanting this credit? He didn't want expensive rare magic tools, nor did he want spiritual veins and spiritual minerals. He just wanted this illusory reputation! What did he do wrong!

She even deliberately left someone down there for Ying Li to rescue. Sure enough, when Ying Li appeared again, he not only brought the demon pill, but also a dying disciple. Everyone was amazed to see him come back unscathed. It happened that the elders also came late, so Ying Li told them about the thrilling experience underwater.

"So, the young master has killed a Class A beast again? The young master is the glory of our sect! No one in the eighteen realms of Kyushu can defeat him!"

The praise that he enjoyed the most in the past became hoarse and mocking at this moment. Ying Li was surrounded by people but remained silent.

Wen Dange... He underestimated this woman who came out of nowhere.

Realizing that someone was looking at him, Ying Li suddenly looked up, and his eyes were as cold as ice when they met hers, and then he quickly looked away.

A man's heart is like a needle in the sea.

Wen Dange held her cheek and recited a constant temperature formula for the tonic soup.

Ying Li couldn't let it go for a long time after he went back. This time was different. This time it was Wen Dange who killed the beast, and claiming her credit made him feel uneasy.

And last time... He gritted his teeth and crushed the emblem in his hand, not realizing that blood was flowing from his palm. He remembered the method of dripping blood to recognize the master that Wen Dange taught him, and his brows frowned even tighter.

Who is she? Why does she know so much? Can she kill monsters easily? Didn't she just reach the foundation building level that day? All kinds of doubts lingered in Ying Li's heart, and he was so angry that he was about to go out to find a way to relieve his anger when he heard the servants come to report: "Young Master, Miss Wen is here."

What is she doing here again?

Since Wen Dange entered Fangcun Sect, she has been showing her presence in front of Ying Li every day. Knowing that Ying Li didn't want to see her, she always put down the gift and stood for a while before leaving, rain or shine.

Although the things she gave were not expensive, they were all made with great care, but Ying Li didn't even look at them and let the servants throw them all away. After a while, the doorman felt a little sorry for Wen Dange, so he thought of taking the risk to persuade the young master. Before he could choose his words, Ying Li spoke first: "Let her in."

"I'll let Miss Wen go back... What did you say?"

Ying Li rubbed his brows and said coldly: "If you can't hear well, just retire and go home. What are you still doing here?"

The doorman immediately left and conveyed Ying Li's meaning. Wen Dange's expression was exactly the same as his after hearing it. He never thought that Ying Li would let her in.

Because she saved him today? It turns out that the heroine saving the beauty really works.

"Miss Wen, the young master doesn't seem to be in a good mood. You... be careful." Seeing that the expressionless face was stained with a bit of joy, the doorman sighed in his heart and couldn't help reminding her.

Wen Dange nodded: "Thank you." He went in with the tonic soup that she had been protecting for most of the day.

Inside the house, Ying Li regretted it as soon as he said to let Wen Dange in. Being in a high position and being the center of attention, he rarely reveals his emotions, but since he met Wen Dange, he couldn't help but speak ill of her, not hiding his disgust.

Perhaps any man in the world would not be able to tolerate such a fiancée. She was coarse and ugly, with no talent or family background, and even her gaze made him feel uncomfortable.

There was no admiration in her eyes when she looked at him, nor a trace of a woman's gentleness and care. She was like a cold sword, always triggering his alarm bells.

But what she did was so ridiculous, she was willing to destroy her reputation to pursue him. If she didn't love him and wanted to marry him, why would she do this?

Ying Li hated anyone and anything that was beyond his control, and Wen Dange was definitely the best among them.

"...You've been tired today. I stewed the soup. Drink it while it's hot." Wen Dange knew that Ying Li had mysophobia and didn't like others to enter his private space casually, so she stood outside the door and shook the food box in her hand at him.

This was not the first time she sent him food, but Ying Li disliked her food before and never accepted it. But since he wanted to know something from her, he had to sacrifice himself and pretend to be nice to her.

"Sit down. Let's eat together." Ying Li signaled the servants to arrange two new sets of bowls and chopsticks, and he took the lead and sat at the top.

Wen Dange raised her eyebrows and thought to herself, could the sun rise from the west today? Ying Li not only let her in, but also invited her to eat together?

Treating her hesitation as shyness, Ying Li's vigilance against her disappeared by half. In the final analysis, she just admired him. When a woman falls in love with a man, she is irrational.

In this case... He slowly raised the corners of his lips and showed a smile that he thought was evil.

Wen Dange suddenly felt a chill.
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Chapter 3: Youth
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"To be honest, this is the first time we have sat down to eat together in all these days." Ying Li did not touch the lunch box, but poured a cup of tea himself. His posture of pouring tea was very standard and elegant. He stood tall and straight in the curling tea smoke, with gentle eyebrows and eyes, like a crane perched here, and the whole yard became extraordinary.

It would be better if the person sitting opposite was not Wen Dange.

"Miss Wen, please." Ying Li said gently. Wen Dange shook off the discomfort that was rising in her body. Because she was too shocked that Ying Li had such a side, she ignored the fingers that were deliberately curled when he handed over the teacup.

But Ying Li noticed it. Although it was only for a moment, she could still feel the roughness of her palms. It didn't look like a lady from a noble family, and it was even deeper than the marks left by his long years of sword practice.

It looked like a hard labor.

He concealed the disgust in his eyes very well, and when he raised his eyes again, his face was a gentle expression that she had never seen before. Wen Dange blinked, and blinked again, finally realizing that this was reality, not a nightmare.

It always felt unreal. She drank a sip of tea in a trance to calm down, and was almost killed by the bitterness of the tea.

Seeing her painful expression, Ying Li smiled and said, "This is the overseas Penglai that has just been sent. I love its bitterness. The first taste makes your mouth salivate, and the second drink is endless aftertaste. I wonder what Miss Wen thinks?"

"...You like to drink this?" Wen Dange silently remembered in her heart, and drank the remaining tea in one gulp. She searched her stomach and made a comment, "Good tea, good tea, fragrant and sweet, endless aftertaste."

Seeing through her embarrassment, Ying Li secretly "snorted" like a cow chewing a peony, and put on a warm and affectionate look to slowly seduce her: "It seems that Miss Wen and I have similar tastes, and we are also destined to be together."

He bit the four words "destined to be together" tightly and tenderly. The two of them were obviously separated by a table but whispered like lovers.

Wen Dange tried hard not to rub her ears, but she couldn't stop the buzzing sound of Yingkui Sword in her mind - the natal sword is more sensitive than the sword master's emotions. If it weren't for the fact that her fiancé was sitting opposite her, Yingkui would have rushed up to tell her to shut up.

The last person who made her so uneasy seemed to be a demon who practiced the method of lovemaking... No, how could he slander her fiancé like this? She shook off the chaotic thoughts in her mind and tried to distract herself: "I made soup for you, do you want to try it?"

Ying Li's expression froze, but soon returned to normal: "Thank you, Miss Wen. But I have already had dinner, so I am afraid I can't enjoy it now. I will taste it carefully later when my stomach is empty."

Remove the redundant modifications and extract the central meaning - thank you, no drink.

Ah, here you go again, I thought it would work today. Wen Dange decided to try again: "I stewed it for a long time, forget it, the ingredients for making soup are quite rare, it may help you advance, are you really not going to drink it?"

Ying Li was practicing the way of fire, and Xuanfeng had the same attributes as him, with the function of gaining benefits.

He still said with a watertight tone: "Thank you for your trouble, I will definitely..." "Forget it then." She stood up and said in a muffled voice, "This soup is too nourishing, the spiritual plants and servants in your courtyard can't bear it, I'd better take it back."

How did she know that he distributed the things she sent to the servants! Did she plant spies in his courtyard?

Wen Dange stood and waited for a while, and seeing that he still had no intention of keeping her, she sighed: "Don't you have anything to say to me?"

Whether it was an explanation or an apology, as long as he spoke, she was willing to believe it. After all, it was hard to find a husband.

"...I heard that there is a Teng Snake causing trouble nearby. As the young master of the sect, I should go and capture it. But the affairs of the sect are complicated and I can't spare the time. You..." "You want the demon pill, right?"

Her tone was too calm, without a trace of disappointment or eagerness, not any tone that Ying Li expected.

He clenched the cup in his hand and gritted his teeth to admit: "Yes."

Will she agree? Will she do this for him? She took risks again and again, but gave all the credit to him.

"Okay."

After a long silence, he finally got the answer he wanted. While the stone in his heart fell, there was also a rising more ardent ambition.

Sure enough, when a woman falls in love with a man, she is irrational.

Wen Dange didn't know that Ying Li had classified her as a person who "gives brains for love". She was just depressed that today's plan failed again, whether it was a heroic woman saving a beauty or grabbing a man's stomach.

Ying Li had great malice towards her, which was inexplicable, making her pursuit of her husband far more difficult than ninety-nine eighty-one difficulties. She was distressed and helpless.

But she couldn't give up. If she couldn't practice with the "star man" at the age of two hundred, the blade poison would take effect, and she would die suddenly because she couldn't break through the bottleneck. Whenever she thought of this, Wen Dange wished she could shave off her cultivation and stop being a member of the Zhen clan.

Other sword cultivators were single because they were dedicated to the sword and cared about the world, but why would she die if she didn't get married! I thought my grandfather had foresightedly arranged a baby marriage for her, and it would be easier to practice with the "star man", but in the end it was still a dead end.

However, looking at Ying Li's attitude today, her image in his heart seemed to have improved? After squatting in the corner for a long time, Wen Dange regrouped and decided to make persistent efforts.

But before that, she had to finish the soup in her hand.

The black phoenix was too nutritious, so it couldn't be given away casually. Wen Dange was pecked by a chicken when she was killing it, and she didn't want to drink the soup. After thinking about it, it seemed that only one person in the mansion met the requirements.

She hurried to kill the snake to get the demon pill, and she reached her destination with a tiptoe - a small courtyard that looked very neat, but was shabby and old inside. This courtyard didn't look like a servant's residence, nor did it look like a master's residence. It was somewhere in between, and the person living here must have a subtle identity.

But Wen Dange didn't have these concepts. She just found out that he had a younger brother living here when she asked about Yingli's relatives. Adhering to the principle of being a good sister-in-law, she would send some things from time to time.

It seems that you came here at the right time today?

Seeing a group of servants gathered at the gate of the yard, arrogant and aggressive, the thinly dressed boy sat on the ground and couldn't stop trembling. Wen Dange frowned slightly, and the Yingkui sword that had been patient for a long time was unsheathed in an instant, and the sword wind knocked down a group of people.

"The son of a half-demon really thinks of himself as the master? Don't you see your roots? You can't even draw the most basic air into your body, and you're still alive..." The leading servant was halfway through his curse words when he suddenly fell down. The young man's eyelashes fluttered gently under his long hair, knowing that she was coming again.

That inexplicable woman.

She appeared and disappeared without any malice, and even often saved him from danger, making his life in Fangcun Sect much easier.

But he knew that pie in the sky would not fall, and all "goodwill" came with a price. But at present, he didn't know how much the price was.

Any price would do, he was alone, and there was no value that could be exploited.

"Ahem, ahem... Thank you." As usual, he avoided her hand that supported him. Although he was injured, he had a strong self-esteem, and as long as he was still alive, he would not let others support him.

Wen Dange used her sword to clear the obstacles on his way and asked, "Your health is worse than last time. What did you do?"

The boy paused slightly, and his messy but neat black hair brushed against her arm. Although he walked slowly, Wen Dange could still see his hesitation, and did not continue to ask, "Forget it. Here is a bowl of tonic soup. Drink it if you don't mind."

The boy, like his brother, was a fire path, and Xuanfeng soup was an extremely nourishing medicinal food for him. Sure enough, after drinking a bowl of soup, his face became rosy. Wen Dange couldn't help but raise the corner of his mouth, and asked casually: "How is my cooking?"

"Did you make it?" He asked in surprise, not sparing his praise, "It tastes very good."

"Yeah." She nodded, wanting to be calm, but in the urgent need to vent the frustration accumulated by Ying Li, she couldn't help but reveal her feelings, "I stewed it for two hours, didn't use the fire-starting trick, and used firewood to burn..."

It was like this again, once she was immersed in her own world, she would talk endlessly, as if she was venting to him what she had been holding back for a long time. But the boy didn't dislike this kind of voice, on the contrary, he felt that this moment was too warm, like a dream, a rare warm moment in so many years.

A bowl of steaming soup, a kind person by his side. Although the clothes were thin and the walls were blank, he didn't feel lonely in late autumn.

He was very grateful.

"Ah, I accidentally said so much again." When he came to his senses, night had fallen, and Wen Dange was very annoyed that he had been delayed for many hours without knowing it.

The boy was a good listener. No matter what she said, he just listened quietly, occasionally agreeing or correcting her mistakes. Every time she was in the same room with him, especially when she went to him after being frustrated by Ying Li, her mood would always get better.

She couldn't help but sigh, how could the elder brother and the younger brother be so different.

But the boy didn't seem to know her identity, and occasionally asked some embarrassing questions. For example, now-

"It's okay... Before, you said that the person you like doesn't like you, what about now? Does he like you?"

Wen Dange: "It seems, it seems, maybe, maybe... No."

The boy said "ah": "But you have done so much for him... If it were an ordinary person, he would have been moved long ago, right?"

Wen Dange was helpless: "He is different. He is a child of a big family, he grew up with fine clothes and food, and he doesn't lack anything. Maybe what I did is nothing in his eyes."

He was silent for a moment, and continued to speak up for her: "It's different, not just a matter of value, what about your feelings? Doesn't he see your feelings?"

Being born with everything is not a reason to ignore or even despise other people's feelings. Moreover, from her description, he could not feel any positive feedback from the other party. Why did she fall in love with that person?

"...I will succeed soon. He has already begun to seek my help." Wen Dange was speechless, and it took a long time for him to spit out such a result. Although Ying Li's attitude was a bit strange, at least he was willing to see her after today.

The boy's eyes lit up, and he was really happy for her: "Really? Is he willing to accept your love?"

"Almost?" With such a fiery gaze, Wen Dange really didn't want to disappoint him, and lied rarely. The joy in the boy's eyes seemed to dim for a moment, and then it was filled with a smile again: "I said you will succeed!"

Wen Dange also smiled: "Well, I borrow your good words. When the time comes, uh, I will invite you to the wedding wine?" As the groom's younger brother, he should be there, right? Sure enough, he still needs to thank him extra...

"Okay." He answered lightly, but he had another idea in his heart.

If she got married, she could no longer have too much contact with him. After losing her protection, he had to leave Fang Cun Sect. After all, if he didn't leave, once the people of Fang Cun Sect discovered his furnace cauldron physique, it would be too late for him to escape.
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Chapter 4: Teng Snake
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In the jurisdiction of Fangcun Sect, Wuming Village.

"Grandma, please tell me, do you know how to get to the mass grave?"

The continuous autumn rain made the narrow mountain path muddy and difficult to walk on. In the deep night, the wind blew, and it seemed to contain the wailing of the dead. Grandma Chen was exhausted from walking, and she was caught off guard by the sound of human voices. She was so scared that her legs and feet softened and she almost fell off the ridge of the field.

"Be careful." The voice was close to her ears and it was clear that it was a female voice. Grandma Chen was helped to stand up by her, and she was still holding her breath and said timidly: "Thank you, thank you girl."

Wen Dange wore a bamboo hat and a black dress hidden in the night. The whole person almost merged with the night. She helped the old man through the most difficult section and repeated the question: "Do you know how to get to the mass grave?"

Grandma Chen almost didn't hold her breath. She pointed in a direction with trembling hands, and could not help but remind him: "Girl, it's been very strange here recently, with people dying for no apparent reason. Everyone who can run away has run away in this village, even I have run away, why, why do you still want to go to the mass grave?"

When the old woman was not paying attention, she pasted a "peace charm" on her, and Wen Dange explained: "Have you heard of Fangcun Sect? I am sent by the sect to exorcise demons and monsters. Don't worry, you will be able to come back tomorrow to enjoy your old age."

"So you are the young Taoist priest of Fangcun Sect! Thank you, thank you!" Seeing that the old lady was walking farther and farther away, her figure completely disappeared from her sight, Wen Dange lowered her bamboo hat and walked slowly towards the mass grave.

Since all the people in the village had left, she didn't need to hide her breath.

Teng Snake, the god of fire, has a gentle deity but a poisonous mouth, and controls fire, weirdness, fear, dreams, demons, and bewitching things. It just happens to be stewed into a tonic soup. But this time Wen Dange learned her lesson. Since Ying Li only said to take the demon pill, she was too lazy to do something thankless, so she just killed it.

The mass grave had been destroyed beyond recognition by the demon beast. The rain was getting heavier, and the stone tablet collapsed under the heavy rain, revealing the eerie bones in the grave. The owls were howling, the rats were hanging upside down, and the creatures in the dark night were quietly watching her every move, like the eyes of ghosts.

Just now, the old woman said that the villagers died inexplicably...Combined with the death of several new corpses, this Teng Snake should have used the dream technique to kill people in dreams.

This is difficult...How can you sleep in a mass grave. Wen Dange weighed the sword in her hand. She wanted to force the demon beast out directly, but her luck was suddenly blocked. It turned out that the blade poison broke out again.

The death limit is to cure the blade poison at the age of 200. This does not mean that the blade poison will not break out before the age of 200, but it can be suppressed. Logically speaking, she couldn't use too much strength at this critical moment, but since Ying Li asked, could she still refuse?

If it doesn't work, be tactful. Wen Dange sat on the ground, randomly picked a tombstone of a lucky person as a cushion, lowered her head and closed her eyes to hypnotize herself.

The cold air of the autumn night entered her body, and the blade poison in her body was colder than the rain. She silently recited the Supreme Mysterious Sutra to adjust her internal breath, and removed the evil spirits that were running backwards in her tendons and veins one by one, but fell into the boundless darkness when she was struggling with one of the forces.

The darkness enveloped her like a tide, and the six senses of heaven and earth were deprived, like a new chaos.

A familiar scene.

She saw her young self slowly approaching, and a pair of children looked at her in horror, trembling all over but unable to escape.

It was the same scene again.

She struggled to wake up and escape from the sin engraved in her heart. But the blade poison wanted her to see her own bad deeds clearly and forced her to look at everything directly.

Raise the sword, swing the sword. The moment was stretched into eternity, the blood that accidentally splashed into her eyes turned into an endless blood color, and thunder exploded in her ears, rumbling vaguely.

Then it returned to silence.

"Have you seen enough jokes?" Wen Dange asked.

The next moment, the invincible Yingkui sword pressed against the seven inches of the Teng Snake. The monster seemed to not understand how she broke free from her dream, and the snake tail with hard scales swung heavily at her. Wen Dange's body remained motionless, and the sword in her hand shone with a cold light, which was better than the bleak moonlight on a rainy night.

The sword fell, and even the hardest scales were turned into powder. The Teng Snake roared and tried to get rid of her relentless pursuit, but could only watch Yingkui's shadow sword rise and fall. In an instant, blood splashed everywhere, and the giant beast roared to the sky for the last time, and then fell to the ground in vain, stirring up a mud star.

Wen Dange slowly got up, and it seemed that her body was still unstable because of the remaining poison. She tried to stand up straight with the support of the sword. A cold light suddenly burst out from the vertical pupils of the Teng Snake, and its huge body fell towards her like a landslide.

Wen Dange opened her eyes, raised her sword and slashed in the air, Yingkui burned in the dark night with pure sword energy, like a meteorite falling to the ground, setting the prairie on fire.

This time, the Teng Snake had no chance to wail.

The smell of the roasted Teng Snake was not pleasant, so she cut off a corner of her robe to cover her mouth and nose before she could continue to move. Unexpectedly, the demon pill of this monster was smaller than expected, and it might not satisfy Ying Li.

But she was already very tired, and now she just wanted to go back and sleep until dawn.

With this thought in mind, she took two steps and turned a corner with heavy steps.

Wen Dange lowered her bamboo hat and sighed.

Late at night, the light in the study of the young master was still on. The concierge looked up from time to time and then quickly retracted his gaze, muttering something like "This is against the rules" and "What if Miss Wen sees it?"

"I saw it, so what?" she asked.

The concierge was so frightened by her that he almost screamed out loud. He covered his mouth and spoke to her in a low voice: "Miss Wen, you misunderstood, the young master is not in love with other girls!"

Wen Dange: "... I believe you. But I have something to do with your young master. Can I go in now?"

The concierge had a complicated expression: "In theory, it's okay... But, but don't say that I let you in! Don't!"

Wen Dange nodded and stepped over the courtyard wall lightly. She also saw a bean-like light in the study and greeted politely: "It's me."

The figure on the window suddenly moved violently, and there was a sound of tables and chairs colliding in the house. Wen Dange patiently counted ten numbers, and when the number returned to zero, the door opened.

She silently retracted her kick and offered a sincere greeting: "Good evening."

Ying Li was dressed neatly, with neat hair and only a little ink stain on his cuffs. He should have been writing in the study just now. Because she came to visit him late at night, he was angry: "Miss Wen is in a good mood. Why don't you meet Zhou Gong at this time?"

Wen Dange tilted his head, puzzled: "You haven't slept yet, did I disturb you?"

Ying Li: "..." Every time he talked to her, he would be angry to death! Seeing that she was still useful, he took a deep breath and barely suppressed his anger: "You came to visit me late at night, is there something important?" The implication was that if there was nothing important, get out!

Wen Dange said "Oh" and took out the Soul Condensing Cup: "What you want."

In the Soul Condensing Cup, two scarlet demon pills, one large and one small, floated. Ying Li could tell at a glance that they were of extraordinary origin. He subconsciously wanted to snatch the Soul Condensing Cup, but was avoided by Wen Dange.

She pointed at the woman who appeared behind him at some point, and blinked: "Won't you introduce your friend to me?"

"Don't get me wrong, Miss Wen. I happened to get a scroll of a landscape master's painting. I heard that the young master is very accomplished in ink painting, so I came to visit at night."

The young woman who claimed to be "Helan Shi, the daughter of the master of Fuyue Sect" asked her to sit down, handed her tea, and was busy back and forth, more like the owner of this study than Ying Li.

Ying Li carefully checked the two demon pills in the soul-condensing cup, his expression was gloomy.

"Does the overseas Penglai I received a few days ago suit my taste?" Helan Shi asked. Her almond eyes were warm, her eyebrows were like black, and she was still wearing only a gauze in the late autumn night, graceful and ethereal.

Wen Dange was surprised: "Another overseas Penglai?"

Is this a popular niche tea drink? Why do both of them like to drink it?

Helanshi was also surprised: "Again? Could it be that Miss Wen also likes it? This is really a coincidence." After saying that, he "inadvertently" revealed a section of his delicate white wrist, and the fragrance floated under his sleeves.

"This tea is extremely rare. It is said that it grows on the fairy mountains overseas. It will not be irrigated without morning dew and morning frost, and it will not be absorbed without the essence of heaven and earth. Its bud period is very short, only three days, and tea pickers..." "Tea pickers need to pick the tea buds within three days, and then seal them in a crystal glass jar, bury them under the two-color wintersweet tree for 49 days, and dig them out at the beginning of spring next year before they can be used." Ying Li didn't know when he put away the soul-condensing cup, and stood beside Helanshi and sang in unison with her.

Ying Li is tall and handsome. Helanshi is petite and delicate. When the two of them were sharing their tea tasting experience, their eyes met by chance, so one smiled without saying a word, and the other covered her lips shyly.

No matter how slow Wen Dange was, he also noticed the trick between the two. But she had been soaked in the cold rain all night, and had just suppressed the poison of the blade. She had no energy to tangle with them. She drank the hot tea casually and said straight to the point: "About the matter of the Teng Snake, do you want me to tell her in front of her?"

Who this "she" is is self-evident.

The atmosphere that was still ambiguous just now took a sharp turn for the worse. Helanshi looked at Yingli with difficulty. Yingli's eyes were subtle, and his tone was gentle but unquestionable: "I do have something to discuss with her, you go back first. The painting will also be rewarded tomorrow."

"...Okay, then I won't bother you two." Even if Helanshi was very smart, she couldn't hold back her smile. She didn't even salute Yingli and left in a hurry.

Yingli looked at her stumbling back and frowned: Helanshi's temper was too big. Did he think he was her property?

Then he looked at Wen Dange who was resting with her eyes closed. The comparison between the two actually highlighted her good points: she was not jealous and would not be envious.

He hadn't decided on the candidate for the future wife of the leader of Fangcun Sect yet. Although Wen Dange was useful to him at the moment, it was far from the extent that he would sacrifice his partner's position in exchange. But before her value was exhausted, he could give her a little sweetness.

"Fuyue Sect and Fangcun Sect are old friends. Helanshi and I grew up together. She is like a sister to me." The red light illuminated Wen Dange's gentle eyebrows and beautiful face. Her quiet and silent appearance was quite moving, which made Ying Li eager to cover her palm in the next second.

But just when the atmosphere was just right, Wen Dange suddenly took action! She clamped Ying Li's rebellious hand with such force that his palm was dislocated in an instant!

"Ah!" Ying Li cried out in pain, and felt that his entire arm was removed! Especially the wrist was burning with pain! It was like being fried by fire!

Wen Dange was brought back to consciousness by his cry of pain. Seeing his hideous face, she panicked and didn't even have time to apologize and quickly broke it back. The pain from this back and forth made Ying Li's face flushed, and his breath was stuck in his throat, his complexion turned from pale to blue and then to black.

"Sorry..." She quickly let go, looked around and saw that there was only the pot of overseas Penglai, so she poured him a cup to relieve his breath. Ying Li didn't care about that, he took it and drank it all, luckily he didn't die from the bitterness of the tea!

"Cough, cough cough cough..." He coughed so hard that he almost coughed out his internal organs. Wen Dan Ge was no longer sleepy, and when he finally recovered, he hurriedly asked: "Are you... okay?"

Although Ying Li was in a mess, he still maintained the appearance of a modest gentleman, but smiled palely: "No... nothing. Can you, can you pour another glass of water?"

Wen Dan Ge raised the teapot: "Do you want this?"

"No, no, no." He shook his head faster than a waterwheel, and smiled very reluctantly, "Put the teapot down, put it down, and tell the servants that they want warm water, not tea."
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Chapter 5: Land Deed
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After drinking the spring water said to be from the Three Holy Mountains, Ying Li finally recovered. He deliberately ignored the pain in his right hand, lowered his eyes, and inadvertently revealed a sense of vulnerability: "Ahem, ahem, I'm sorry to make you laugh."

Wen Dange nodded and shook her head: "I was reckless, I didn't know you..." I didn't know that the level of the cultivation world has regressed so much now, and the first cultivator of the Immortal Alliance can easily break a bone. She turned her wrist, and the crisp sound of bone friction made Ying Li's hair stand on end, as if his other intact arm was also gone.

Who is she... He almost couldn't even keep his smile on the surface, and his expression cracked for a moment.

"I haven't said so much, but I haven't thanked you yet. There is really no one in the sect. Fortunately, Miss Wen is chivalrous and brave, and she saved this monster." He didn't do it again, but he was confident that under such lighting and such an angle, she would be fascinated by him. He spent a lot of time on the lighting in this study. Every time he invited those girls from aristocratic families to appreciate calligraphy and painting here, their expressions could not deceive people.

He was born in a noble family, was talented and handsome, so it was normal for Wen Dange to admire him.

Although he could not hear Ying Li's inner voice, the Yingkui sword in his sea of ​​consciousness was still buzzing. Wen Dange rubbed the tip of her nose, always feeling that someone was saying something bad about her.

"There is no need to thank you between you and me. But is the frequency of monsters appearing too frequently recently? Are there any elders in the sect who are good at the art of divination in the Book of Changes? If so, it is better to ask the elders to calculate what is wrong."

Ying Li responded carefully on the surface, but he was disdainful in his heart: There are many monsters? Isn't it good to have more monsters? As long as she is here, wouldn't she have as many monster pills as she wants? The ancient method said that absorbing monster pills helps to break through the realm. He has been stuck in the Nascent Soul Realm for more than two years, and Yang Huai from Yangliu Sect has a tendency to break through. He can't be suppressed by Yang Huai!

But he was unwilling to admit that Wen Dange, who was building a foundation, was stronger than him. The test stone of Fangcun Sect could not be wrong. If he wanted to improve his ability in a short period of time, he had to...

"Miss Wen, you killed the monster underwater that day by yourself. You were really brave. I think your level should be far beyond the foundation. I wonder if there was any misunderstanding in the test that day?"

A string that had been relaxed for a long time was touched by this sentence. Wen Dange blinked slowly and said, "Hmm": "It should be correct. It's just that my family has passed down some secret methods, which are very effective against monsters."

Ying Li paused in raising his glass and asked casually, "Oh? Family secret methods?"

"Yes. Family." Wen Dange said, "After you and I get married, I will tell you naturally."

This is the innate ability of "Zhen". After they get married, with her protection, he naturally doesn't have to be afraid of monsters.

But when the words fell into Ying Li's ears, they became another meaning: No need to marry her.

Terrorized him? He could hardly hide the fire in his eyes, and his tone became cold: "It seems to be a very important secret. I don't know if I have the blessing to know it. It's late at night, and it's inconvenient for a man and a woman to be in the same room. Miss Wen, please go back if you have nothing to do."

Wen Dange didn't know why he suddenly changed his attitude. It was clear that the atmosphere between them was quite good after Helanshi left. How long has it been? But the experience of the predecessors in chasing husbands is still in her ears: too much is as bad as too little, retreat to advance. She didn't say anything else and left neatly.

Ying Li, who was waiting for her to apologize frankly:? Why did she leave? Why did she leave! Didn't she admire him! She just left like this, which made him look very self-indulgent.

"Wen, Dan, Ge..." All kinds of humiliation intertwined, Ying Li was furious. She waited, he must make her cry bitterly! Regret!

After tossing for most of the night, Wen Dange, who was exhausted after handing the things to Ying Li with the last bit of strength, returned to her residence.

The blade poison was more unbearable and took effect faster than she had imagined. She was like a piece of inferior gunpowder that could explode at any time. If she didn't want to die suddenly in her dream, the best choice was to retreat with the "star man" immediately. But she followed the teachings of her predecessors and didn't want to force it.

For the people of the town, the "star man" was the only bright light in the night sky, so of course they had to be carefully protected and taken care of. In turn, the "star man" would try his best to give back to them and warm them, and when he got a response, he would fall from the sky to soothe their dry hearts.

...But my "star man" didn't seem to respond to me...

Maybe it was the blade poison, or maybe it was the cold rain. On this autumn night when she was about to celebrate her 200th birthday alone, Wen Dange, who never felt sad, was rarely confused.

In a trance, her consciousness floated to the dilapidated courtyard and landed on the boy's pillow.

The boy seemed to feel the pressure, and unconsciously wrapped himself tightly in the thin quilt and moved to the inside of the bed, just leaving a space that could accommodate one person. She lay there in a daze, dreamless all night.

The town tribesmen were strong, and after a good sleep, all the pain and fatigue were swept away. When she woke up the next day, only the young man was in a trance for a long time facing the empty side.

Today, there was nothing to do. Wen Dange thought that she and Ying Li had a bad time last night, and he probably didn't want to see her. So she prepared to go down the mountain to continue to buy things for the wedding.

She lived a long time, and the bills she had hoarded in the past were outdated, and most of them were difficult to cash. And her money was almost gone after buying two mountains, three spiritual mines, four immortal waters, and dozens of treasure pavilions, and she was a little stretched.

In her plan, the cost of getting married was very high. First, in the first few years of marriage, her husband would definitely miss home, so she had to buy a yard near Fangcun Sect; second, staying in one place for a long time would inevitably get bored. What if her husband wanted to travel around the cultivation world, would he have to stay in borrowed houses everywhere? Therefore, each famous scenic spot in the world of cultivation must have real estate; secondly, if she wants to practice after playing enough, it is not enough to find a cave with sufficient spiritual energy temporarily, so she has to buy a few secret realms. As for why there are several, of course, it is because although the attributes of cultivators are fixed, it is possible that her husband wants to cross the realm? Is she going to stop him?

According to this calculation, Wen Dange must have at least 100 land deeds. After so many years of unremitting efforts, she has collected 99 of them, and only the one near Fangcun Sect is missing.

It is also the most difficult one.

The reason is that all the real estate near Fangcun Sect is held in the hands of the people of Fangcun Sect. It is really not easy to buy a magnificent mansion without alarming Ying Li. She has been in Fangcun Sect for more than half a month, and has seen dozens of courtyards, but none of them are satisfactory.

Fang Ya, who took her to see the house, couldn't stand it anymore. He wiped his sweat and smiled apologetically: "This... young master. You have been looking for more than half a month, and you still haven't found a house that meets your taste? If you look further, there will be no houses left."

Fang Ya didn't want to take this order at first. This man was dressed in linen, with a plain appearance and temperament, and he looked like a poor guy. But he gave so much, even if he spent half a month on this man without making any orders, he would not lose anything.

But he was generous... but his vision was really high. Fang Ya wanted to cry but had no tears. He trembled as he took out the last deed and read: "There are two gates on Qiankun Street, ten houses, facing north and south, with spring orchids, autumn chrysanthemums, green pines and gray cypresses! There is a curved pond in the middle, which means..." He was halfway through his words when Wen Dange waved his hand: "Just tell me who the previous owner was."

Fang Ya's eyes lit up, thinking there was a chance: "It's Fuyue Sect! Fuyue Sect and our sect are old friends. There used to be many courtyards nearby. But after the leader of Fuyue Sect died unexpectedly ten years ago, Fuyue Sect declined and the properties were sold one after another. They were in a hurry to sell, and the price was affordable. Look, there is only this last set left! You'd better hurry up."

Fuyue Sect... sounds a bit familiar, but as long as it is not the property of Fangcun Sect, you can take a look. Seeing that she finally nodded, Fang Ya was overjoyed and hurriedly took her to see the house.
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